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THE OBATON. 




To the Editor of the Crayon : 

The following three poems appeared some months ago in an 
English Magazine, which was published for a year, never 
reaching a large circulation, and which is now extinct. It con- 
tained the writings of some of those yonnger men who will win 
fame for themselves, if they live, and who, if fhey die before fame 
comes to them, will have had what is better than fame. These 
poems show such power of expression, such depth of sentiment, 
such force of imagination, as are rarely found in modern verse. 
They were written by one of the leaders of the Pre-Raphaelite 
school in painting, and they are an interesting illustration of the 
imaginative tendencies, and of the tone, the thought and feeling 
which pervade that school. 

N. 

[" The Burden of Nineveh," herewith printed, is the first of the 
series. The remaining poems-referred to by our correspondent 
are entitled " The Blessed Damosel," and " The Staff and Scrip." 
The length of. these poems compels separate publication ; the 
former, therefore, will appear in the next issue of our magazine, 
and the latter in the number for June.] , 

THE BURDEN OF NINEVEH. 

"Bwrden. Heavy calamity ; the chorus of a song." — Dictionary. 

I have no taste for polyglot : 
At the Museum 'twas my lot, 
Just once, to jot and blot and rot 
In Babel for I know not what. 

I w«nt at two, I left at three. 
Bound those still floors I tramped, to win 
By the great porch the dirt and din ; 
And as I made the last door spin ■ " 

And issued, they were hoisting in 

A winged beast from Nineveh. 

A hnman face the creature wore, 
And hoofs behind and hoofs before, 
And flanks with dark runes fretted o'er. 
'Twas bull, 'twas mitred minotaur; 

A dead disbowell'd mystery ; 
The mummy of a buried faith, 
Stark from the charnel without scathe, 
Its wings stood for the light to bathe,— 
Such fossil cerements as might swathe 

The very corpse of Nineveh. 

The print of its first rush-matting 
("Wound ere it dried) still ribbed the thing. 
"What song did the brown maidens sing, 
From purple mouths alternating, 

"When that was woven languidly? 
What vows, what rites, what prayers preferr'd, 
What songs has the strange image heard? 
In what blind vigil stood interr'd 
For ages till an English word 

Broke silence first at Nineveh? 

On London stones our sun anew 
The beast's recover'd shadow threw. 
(No shade that plague of darkness knew, 
No light, no shade, while older grew 
By ages the old earth and sea.) 



Oh I seem'd it not — that spell once broke, 
As though the sculptured warriors woke, 
As though the shaft the string forsook, 
The cymbals clash'd, the chariots shook, 
And there was life in Nineveh ? 

On London stones its shape lay scored. 
That day when, nigh the gates, the Lord 
Shelter'd His Jonah with a gourd, 
This sun (I said) here present, pour'd 

Even thus this shadow that I see. 
This shadow has been shed the same 
From snn and moon, — from lamps which came 
For prayer — from fifteen days of flame, 
The last, while smoulder'd to a name 

Sardanapalus' Nineveh. 

"Within thy shadow, haply, once] 
Sennacherib has knelt, whose sons 
Smote him between the altar-stones: 
Or pale Semiramis her zones 

Of gold, her incense brought to thee, 
In love for grace, in war for aid ; ... . 
Ay, and who else? .... till 'neath thy shade 
Within his trenches newly made 
Last year the Christian knelt and pray'd— 

Not to thy strength — in Nineveh. 

Now, thou poor god, within this hall 
Where the blank windows blind the wall 
From pedestal to pedestal, 
The kind of light shall on thee fall ' 

Which London takes the day to be. 
Here cold-pinch'd clerks on yellow days 
Shall stop and peer; and in sun-haze 
Small clergy crimp their eyes to gaze ; 
And misses titter in their stays, 

Jus,t fresh from "Layard's Nineveh." 

Here, while the Antiqne-students lunch, 
Shall Art be slang'd o'er cheese and hunch, . 
Whether the great R.A.'s a bunch 
Of gods or dogs, and whether Punch 

Is right about the P. B. B. 
Here school-foundations in the act 
Of holiday, three flies compact, 
Shall learn to view thee as a fact 
Connected with that zealous tract, 

"Rome: Babylon and Nineveh." 

Deem'd they of this, those worshippers, 
When, in some mythic chain of verse, 
Which man shall not again rehearse, 
The faces of thy ministers 

Tearn'd pale with bitter ecstasy ? 
Greece, Egypt, Rome, — did any god 
Before whose feet men knelt unshod, 
Deem that in this unblest abode 
An elder, scarce more unknown god 

Should house with him from Nineveh? 
Ah ! in what quarries lay the stone 
From which this pigmy pile has grown, 
Unto man's need how long unknown, 
Since thy vast temple, court and cone, 






m THE C3SATON. 


Rose far in desert history ? 


.... Here woke my thought. The wind's slow sway 


Ah I what is here that does not lie 


Had waxed; and like the human play 


All strange to thine awaken'd eye ? 


Of scorn that smiling spreads away, 


Ah ! what is here can testify, 


The sunshine shiver'd off the day : 


(Save that dumb presence of the sky) 


The callous wind, it seem'd to me, 


Unto thy day and Nineveh? 


Swept up the shadow from the ground : 




And pale, as whom the Fates astound, 


"Why, of those mummies in the room 


The god forlorn stood wing'd and crown'd; 


Above, there might indeed have come 


Within I knew the cry lay bound 


One out of Egypt to thy home, 


Of the dumb bouI of Nineveh. 


A pilgrim. Kay, bnt even to some 


Then waking up, I turn'd, because 


Of these thou wert antiquity 1 


That day my spirits might not pause 


And now, they and their gods and thon, 


O'er any dead thing's doleful laws; 


All relics here together,— now 


That day all hope with glad applause 


Whose profit? "Whether bull or cow, 


Through, miles. of London heckon'd me : 


Isis or Ibis, who or how, 


And all the wealth of life's free choice, 


"Whether of Thebes or Nineveh ? 


Love's ardor, friendship's equipoise, 




And Ellen's gaze and Philip's voice, 


The consecrated metals found, 


And all that evening's certain joys, 


And ivory tablets, underground, — 


Struck pale my dream of Nineveh. 


"Wing'd teraphim and creatures crown'd,- — 
"When air -and daylight fill'd the mound, 

Fell into dust immediately. 
And even as these, the images 
Of awe and worship,— ^ven as these,— 


Tet while I walk'd, my sense half shut 
Still saw the crowds of kerb and rnt 
Go past as marsball'd to the strut 
Of ranks in gypsum quaintly cut : 


So, smitten with the sun's increase, 
Her glory moulder'd and did cease 
From immemorial Nineveh. 


It seem'd in one same pageantry 
They follow'd forms which had been erst ; 


To pass, till on my sight should bnrst 




That future of the best or worst 




When some may question which was first, 


The day her builders made their halt, 


Of London or of Nineveh. 


Those cities of the lake of salt 




Stood firmly stablish'd without fault, 


For as that Bull-god once did stand,. 


Made proud with pillars of basalt, 


And watch 'd the burial-clouds of sand, 


"With, sard onyx and porphyry. 


Till these at last without a hand 


The day that Jonah bore abroad 


Bose o'er his eyes, another land, 


To Nineveh the voice of God, 


And blinded him with destiny : 


Beside a brackish lake he trod 


So may he stand again ; till now, 


"Where erst Pride fix'd her sure abode, 


In ships of unknown sail and prow, 


As then in royal Nineveh. 


Some tribe of the Australian" plough 




Bear him afar, a relic now 


The day when he, Pride's lord and Man's, 


Of London, not of Niveveh. 


Show'd all earth's kingdoms at a glance 


Or it may chance indeed that then 


To Him before whose countenance 


x Man's age is hoary among men, 


The years recede, the years advance, 


His centuries threescore and ten, — 


And said, Fall down and worship me ; 


His furthest childhood shall seem then 


'Mid all the pomp beneath that look, 


More clear than later times may be : 


Then stirr'd there, haply, some rebuke, 


Who, finding in this desert place 


Where to the wind the salt pools shook, 


This form, shall hold ns for some race 


And in those tracts, of life forsook, 


That walk'd not in Christ's lowly ways, 


That knew thee not, Nineveh 1 


But bow'd its pride and vow'd its praise 


- 


Unto the god of Nineveh. 


Delicate harlot, — eldest grown 


The smile rose first, — anon drew nigh 


Of earthly queens 1 thou on thy throne 


The thought : . . . . Those heavy wings spread high 


In state for ages sat'st alone ; 


So sure of flight, which do not fly ; 


And need were years and lustres flown 


That set gaze never on the sky ; 


Ere strength of man could vanquish thee : 


Those scfiptnred flanks it cannot see ; 


Whom even thy victor foes must bring 


Its crown, a brow-contraoting load ; 


Still royal, among maids that sing 




As with doves' voices, taboring 


(So grew the image as I trod) 


Upon their breasts, unto the King, — 


0, Nineveh, was this thy God, 


A kingly conquest, Nineveh ! 


Thine also, mighty Nineveh ? 



